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< )ur hands now lack the secret sword we had

To draw at need against them, since their names

Set at Craigmillar to the bond of blood

Are with that bond consumed, and no tongue left

To wag in witness of their part of guilt

Now Both well's knaves are hanged that laid the train

And Hay with them, and one most near his trust,

His kinsman Hepburn, from whose mouth condemned

And Oraiiston's we have confession wrung

That marks with blood as parcel of their deed

More than Balfour that in the assembly sit

And must partake his surety; this, my lord,

Craves of us care and counsel, that our names

Be writ not fool or coward, who took in hand

Such trust to work such treason.

Morton.                                    Nay, no Scot

Shall say we fell from faith or treacherously
Let men's hopes fade that trusted us, and sank
Through feebleness of ours ; yet have we strength
To lower the height of heart and confidence
That makes their faction swell, who were but late
Too faint of spirit, too fearful and unsure,
To be made firm with English subsidies ;
Three thousand marks that Scrope by secret hand
Sent from Carlisle to Herries could not serve
To give or shape or sinew to their plots
Who are now so great their house's heir must wed
No lowlier than a queen, and Bothwell's wife.
For this divorced or widowed.

Murray.                               Ay; we know